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now the whole place is transformed by the well-
directed energy *and poetic instinct of a woman into
a superb park fit for angels to dwell in. We were
immediately conducted to a finely-built open Greek
theatre with a Doric stoa at the far end, and scarcely
were we seated when a troupe of some of the prettiest
children imaginable, clad in pure white tunics, came
in dancing and tossing in the wild glee of their little
hearts handfuls of flowers up in the air. I was full of
expectations! I thought we should be treated to
waves of loud and merry laughter and torrents of
mere meaningless words and would come in living
contact for a few moments with the very heart and
essence of all that is simple and joyous and ele-
mentary in nature. At least I expected something
very pretty and delightfully infantile. Conceive of
my surprise, then, when I found the little fairy
creatures give up of a sudden their innocent fun and
happy frolicsomeness and become quite quiet and
serious, and sitting themselves down on little stools,
begin to discuss and solve some of the abstrusest
and nastiest problems of human life. When they had
turned up the whole catalogue of human male-
volence and benevolence, the tiniest of the fairy
philosophers wound up " the Symposium," as the
Theosophists chose to term this circle of little wise-
heads, by solemnly informing us, their elders, that
all the evil and hatred, vice and wrong that pre-
vailed in the world was due to our ignorance and
indifierence and that with love and good-will,
patience and forbearance they could one and all be
overcome and made finally to disappear from the